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sion kills any pretty face you see beside her. Her figure is lean and bony ; her hand masculine in size and form. Yet she is a pattern of fawn-like grace. Whether in movement or repose, grace pervades the hussy."
I don't think I ever met such a determined and obstinate fighter as Charles Reade, or one who, with an angelic smile, wrote such alarmingly scurrilous letters. How well I remember the opening of the old Queen's Theatre in Long Acre, now turned into a carriage factory! It was built on the site of the old St. Martin's Hall, where John Hullah, a musical enthusiast,
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